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Tas Writer of the following Poems thinks 
it neceſſary to apologize to the Public for ob- 
truding upon them a Work of this nature, par- 
ticularly at a period when productions of the | | 
higheſt merit are daily preſſing forward to en- Y 
gage their attention; Butit is at the ſolicitation | | 
of ſome of her friends that ſhe ventures to offer 17 
theſe little Pieces; not deſtitute of hope, that, 1 
however devoid of merit, they may, on ac- - in 
count of their tendency, be candidly received. i 
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Theſe Poems are the genuine fruits of re- 
tirement and leiſure; and were occaſioned by 
ſuch a ſeries of adverſe events, as led the Au- 
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thor to a peculiar habit of contemplating the 
ways of an all-wiſe, over-ruling Providence, 
and to the experience of that ſolid happineſs in 
the preſent life, which often begins where 


worldly proſperity ends. 


If any hints can be collected from the Poems, 
that may ſerve to juſtify and illuſtrate this aſ- 
ſertion, and in any other reſpect make them as 
uſeful to the Reader as they have happily been 
to the Writer, it will afford the moſt ſenſible 
gratification, and anſwer the whole deſign of 
publiſhing them. G NU ©: 


June 30, 1792. 
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il 
; Wt 
| 16 
| — { *F OY 
; i £1 if 
. | | | | 
| i 3&1 if 
THE CHRISTIAN DYING. 3 
His ſteady eye ſurveys the happy ſhore, | | | | | | | 
Where grief, and pain, and ſickneſs, are no more: | 19% 
He counts the mighty ranſom that was given . 1 | | | 
To waft the ſinner's ſoul in peace to Heaven; | 1 | 4 
Dwells on the promis'd bliſs to loſt mankind, ; i $6 


While praiſe exalted fills his humble mind ; | * 
Not to himſelf, but to his Saviour flies, 
And in his boundleſs love exulting dies. 


POEMS. 


FREE GRACE. 


Haexy ſoul, whoe'er thou be, 

Who dwelP with Chriſt in unity; 
Happieſt thou of human race, 

Who know'ſt the ſweets of ſov'reign grace. 
Whether on life's uneven road 

Thou travel urg'd by ſorrow's goad, 

Or by thy Maker's kindneſs led, 
Through ſmoother paths at leiſure tread, 
Thy faith alike in both is tried, 

And both to thee are ſanctified: 

A ſinner ſtill, but ſtill forgiven, 

Thou art the conſtant care of Heaven; 
And ſpotleſs in Jehovah's ſight, 

vince Jeſus bled, to waſh thee white. 
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O nov! from whom all bleſſings ſpring, 


My God, my Saviour, and my King! 
Enrich my heart with grace divine, 
And Nature's ſtubborn acts refine ; | 
Enlarge my faith, my will reſtrain, 
Charge home the ſoul-polluting ſtain 
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Of in-bred guilt, and let me feel 4 
That Thou alone haſt power to heal. | 

O wondrous Saviour ! whom to know, | f 
Is thine own Heaven begun below, | 
Cheriſh the riſing ſpark within, 4 
And quell the force of in-bred ſin; | 4 
All idols in my heart dethrone, | | | ' 
That God may reign—and God alone. i | 
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4 POEMS. 


WRITTEN IN SICKNESS. 


2 5 l 


Faker I to God reſign 


Whatever is accounted mine; 1 
Seeking only to be bleſt T« 
In his love's eternal reſt. V 


Oh the bliſs of pains that tend 1 
Right toward ſo ſweet an end! A 
Emerging from the darkſome tomb H 
See the King of Horror come ! V 
T 

V 


Horror's King but not to me, 
Whom the Saviour hath ſet free. 


of 

V 

PRAYER, 8. 

— — = 

To paths of bliſs incline their ſtraying feet, v 

With heavenly wiſdom make their ſouls replete: A 
Give them, O God! that ſource of ſacred joy, 

That which the changeful world can ne'er deſtroy: H 

Enliſt them with thy ſhining ſaints above, Wi 

And bleſs them here with the Redeemer's love. T 

. | * 
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POEMS. 5 


THE CHRISTIAN“. VIEW OF PLEASURE, 


Tur hardeſt taſk the Chriſtian heart can know, 
Is to relinquiſh all it loves below. 
Where creature-comforts, tender ties, conſpire 
To rule the ſoul and quench the ſacred fire, 
And earth's delufive ſplendours brighteſt ſhine, 
How dimly gleams the ſpark of love divine ! 
Veil'd are the glories of redeeming grace, 
The Saviour's love to man's degenerate race, 
When ſouls immers'd in vanity and noiſe 
Seclude the proſpe& of Heaven's brighteſt joys. 

Say ye, whoſe hearts with ſacred ardour glow, 
What ſolid pleaſures from religion flow ; 
Say, for ye only can, what raptures riſe 
From the exalted Theme of earth and ſkies, 
Whom angels ſing, experienc'd ſaints explore, 
And ſhall in bleſt eternity adore. 

Eternity! O ſweet, tremendous ſound ! 
Hell's deep abyſs re-echoes it around : 
Who would not wiſh life's toil and trouble done, 
To ſee this bleſt eternity begun; 
Where angels tune their golden harps, and ſing 
Immortal praiſes to th* Immortal King ? 
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6 POEMS. 


Heaven's wideſt confines catch the melting ſong, 
And to new worlds the welcome theme prolong : 
Ecſtatic ardours in each boſom glow, 

And pureſt bliſs, which only angels know. 

Who would not wiſh life's toil and trouble done, 
'To ſee this bleft eternity begun ? 


; 3 


JUNE XIV th. 


Ler Faith and holy Hope be there, 


And all my ſoul for God prepare: 
Let ev'ry Chriſtian grace attend, 

To bear me to my God and Friend; 
Soften each painful, parting breath, 
And gild the ſolemn ſhades of Death. 
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POEMS, 7 


r. THIS WORLD IS NOT OUR REST. 


2. THE SELF-RIGHTEOUS SHALL NOT BE 
JUSTIFIED. 


Vai are thoſe joys that erring man provides, 
Vain the purſuit of ſublunary things! 
Wiſdom the ſandy edifice derides, 
Scoffs at the fading pageantry of kings. 
Sooner ſome witleſs trifler ſhall eſſay 
To carve the image on the quivering flame, 
Than wreſt contentment from a ſingle day 
Giv'n to the world, to pleaſure, wealth, or fame. 


The noontide of Lorenzo's joy 1s o'er, 
And youth's intoxicating ſmiles are gone ; 
The world's fantaſtic ſcenes delight no more; 
Loud-laughing mirth, and wit, and jeſt, are flown. 
Yet theſe are trivial loſſes, and he feels 
A thouſand woes than theſe far more intenſe ; 
With ſoul-diſtracting pangs of guilt he reels, 
Whilethreat'ning Death demands his victum hence. 
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8 POEMS, 


Quick o'er his lonely couch pale Sickneſs throws 
The trembling: horrors of ſome dire diſeaſe : 
a To mjur'd Heaven he pours his impious vows ; 
But vows, nor prayers, his frighted ſoul appeaſe. 
Alas, Lorenzo! what avail thee now 
The gifts of Fortune, or the phantom Power, 
"Thoſe idols, deaf and dumb, that ne'er beſtow 
One ſolid comfort in the trying hour ? 


As ſoon the trav'ler on his darkſome way, 
Benumb'd with winds and chilling froſt, ſhall gain 
New warmth and vigour from the feeble ray 
Of meteors gliding through th' ethereal plain. 
To what new ſyſtem ſhall Lorenzo fly ? 
Shall moral rectitude“ his ſoul ſecure ? 
What «*deed” the force of quick*ning grace ſupply? 
Or *«* conſcious virtue” make the ſinner pure? 


Say, can the tinkling of the neighb'ring ſtream 
The riches of the Goſpel truths convey ? 

Or can the glow-worm, with her languid beam, 
Unfold the glories of immortal day? 

As ſoon ſhall theſe the wondrous taſk perform, 
To wounded minds the healing balm impart, 

As Man —vain, impotent, ſelf-righteous worm 


With ought but faith conſole his aching heart. 
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HYMN. 


— 


Wurx wing'd with gay proſperity 
The hours unheeded flew, 

A gracious God protected me 
From ills I never knew. 


Though louring ſkies on me deſcend, 
And rugged paths I tread, 

His „friendly“ Raff ſhall till defend, 
And lift my fainting head. 


Sometimes along the briery way 
Undaunted I ſhall go; 

Amidft the thorns unwounded ſtray, 
Nor heed the watchful foe. 


Through ev'ry rayleſs providence 
My ſftrengthen'd ſteps purſue 
The promiſe of Omnipotence, 
A God for ever true. 


When Night has canopied the ſky, 
We view the Milky Way: 

So Faith can dart from earth her cye, 
And find unmortal day. 
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IO POEMS, 


VERSES TO LADY —. 


An hapleſs maid ! whoſe virtues, once thy own, 
The luſtre of thy brilliants far outſhone ; 

Couldſt thou awhile thy waken'd ſelf attend, 
And ſee where all theſe ſhort-liv'd glories end; 
Couldſt thou for once the circling crowd exclude, 
And taſte the joys of guiltleſs ſolitude, 

Where Wiſdom roams her filent haunts among, 
And Contemplation mocks the giddy throng ; 
Where peaceful ſcenes each ruder ſenſe controul, 
And the „ ſtill voice”? awaits the humble ſoul ; 
There, , would thy conſcious mind enjoy 
Thoſe heart-felt pleaſures that can never cloy ; 
There, peaceful once again, thy ſoul ſhould fee! 
Joys that the world can neither give nor ſteal. 
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1. LOVE OF SOLITUDE. 4 4 
8 2. VANITY OF WORLDLY PLEASURE. | | 
5 I 
* Warr others, loſt in pleaſure's guilty round, | | | 
Blaſt the glad ſeaſon of their fleeting youth, '| 1 
* Let me in ſolitary joys abound, N it 1 
* Fond of the paths of piety and truth: i F: 
Jas Give me in Wiſdom's volume to deſcry 1 
The myſteries of love and grace divine, 4 
; By Scripture taught, with penetrating eye . 11:06 
del To ſcan the world aright, and to reſign. ; | 11 
4 


Deluded world! infatuated throng ! 
To ſpurn the treaſure that no force deſtroys, 
Nor ſee the baneful weed that lurks among 
The faireſt bloom of your embitter'd joys. 
Amid the clamours of the loudeſt mirth, 
Thoughts in unwelcome guiſe will oft have part, 
Will promp the wiſh, th' involuntary ſigh, 
** And rouſe reflection in the gayeſt heart.“ 
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Bear me, ye guardians of the mind ſincere, 
To ſcenes ſequeſter'd from the haunts of men; 
The penſive ſoul with ev'ry grace prepare, 
Sacred to Virtue and her bliſsful train : 
With theſe converſing, and by theſe renew'd, 
Ne'er ſhall I feel ambition's lawleſs ſway, 
But in the paths my earlieſt ſteps purſu'd, 
In ſearch of Wiſdom's pleaſures ſafely ſtray. 


Come, holy Wiſdom, fav'rite gift of God! 
With thine attendant grace, Humility ; 
Deſcend, bright viſitant! and make abode 
Where muſeful Melancholy waits for thee. 
Ah, what avails fair India's ſhining ſtore, 
The purple treaſures of the gorgeous Eaſt ? 
What joy, to quit the charms of regal power, 
To dwell with thee, thou ſoul-enlight'ning gueſt! 


Not the attractive voice of worldly fame, 
Nor ſyren ſound of dulleſt flattery, 
Could tempt my heart thy labours to diſclaim, 
Or ſlight the bleſſings that belong to thee, 
How has my ſoul in ſecret wiſh preferr'd 
The lonely walk and ſolitary ſhade, 
The painted vanities of life abhorr'd, 
And all the pageantry that pomp diſplay'd | 
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Joyleſs the gilded equipage I view'd, 


The dull variety of ſenſeleſs ſhow ; 


The world's gay path without delight purſu'd, 


Nor felt the tranſports that from grandeur flow. 
Slave to the wretched world's impoſing forms, 
See Sachariſſa deck'd in gold brocade ; 
She owns that grandeur has no real charms, 
And ſighs for virtue in the ſylvan ſhade. 


RESIGNATION. 


— 


Be huſh'd my tongue, nor murmur or complain; 

With pious awe the ſtruggling tear reſtrain. 

Dark is my path and intricate my way, 

But God will ſend the ſoul-reviving ray : 

The chaſten'd ſon he to himſelf receives, 

And for ſhort woe, eternal ſunſhine gives; 

Eternal ſunſhine of the bleſt above, 

Whoſe ſole employment is to praiſe and love. 
Theſe let me imitate in humble guiſe, 

Till my unfetter'd ſoul ſhall boldly riſe, 

Releas'd from earth, and join th' angelic throng, 


And with their pow'rs the wondrous theme prolong. 


1.» wrt ores "4 > OA wSonmes x an - - —_ 


T2652” a 


n OOY:  FOMRR S. Woe  EE OI 


6 
s 5 — 


- 
— — 
* — # ad - EY * 


„ n es Es ee oe ee | 
_ 3 


CRT 6 2 id 


z. TA 


„ 


2 


— _—_ 


DP 


. * Shan ff Zh 


T7” Ne 2.1% tho 9 ERRE———_—C_ 7 3 — 


= amg 


14 POEMS. 


O ſoul-enam'ring ſight, where God diſplays 
His beauties infinite to mortal gaze! 
How ſhall the ſaint caſt down his radiant eyes 
Upon this grov'ling world; its ſcenes deſpiſe ; 
With wonder view its once-bewitching toys, 
The paltry ſubſtitute for real joys ! 
How chang'd ! abſorb'd in one eternal light; 
Peace without end, and joys for ever bright. 
No more in darkſome veil of cumbrous clay, 
'The fin-fraught ſoul drags the flow hours away, 
Pond'ring with Faith's dim eye the ſacred road, 
The ſhadow'd myſteries that lead to God: 
But clearly ſeen is all the mazy way, 
Diſpell'd the miſts by Heaven's enlight'ning ray; 
There cloudleſs beams of matchleſs wiſdom ſhine; 
And all the chain of attributes divine, 
Through the reſplendent throng of angels ſung, 
Employ for ever each celeſtial tongue. 
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MY RETIRED HOURS. 


Vo gentle days that once were mine, 
In every charm of life array'd, 

No more awaken my regret, 
No more my ſettled peace invade. 


Freſh hope of permanent delight 
My meditating thoughts purſue ; 

Nor can the charms of time or ſenſe 
Obſcure the bright, the heavenly view. 


My convert heart delights to muſe 
On fallen man's deliv*rance found, 

The ſacrifice, the cleanſing blood, 
That for his bleeding guilt aton'd : 


Of man's eſtate in Paradiſe, 
Of endleſs mercy's wide diſplay, 
Of cov'nant love, and Goſpel grace, 


That point to Heaven th' unerring way: 
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16 POEMS. 


Such themes as theſe, in early years, 
My ſecret hours have oft inſpir'd, 
My infant hands with wonder rais'd, 
My infant heart with rapture fir'd. 


Witneſs ye ſaints inviſible, 
Ye gueſts unſeen, whoſe guardian care 
Preſerves the ſoul from threat*ning ill, 
And wafts to Heaven the pious tear: 


Witneſs—for ye have oft beheld— 
How (for ſuperior joys deſign'd) 
My humble ſteps retirement ſought, 
Leaving the buſy world behind : 


How, in the ſweet ſequeſter'd ſhade, t 
Where ——'5s fair meand'ring flood 

Pours its rich ſtreams around the plains, 
And gurgles near the favourite wood, 


At morn, at noon, at dewy eve, 
Oft by the moon's ſoft-glancing ray, 
In ſearch of Wiſdom's rare delights 
My feet unwearied lov'd to ſtray. 
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And are thoſe tranſitory hours, 
So ſweet to my remembrance, gone? 


Sunk in the deep abyſs of time, 
Beyond the reach of fancy flown f 


Ye ſwift-wing'd meſſengers, farewell, 
And all the pleaſures that ye gave; 
Sweet earneſt of unfading joys 
That wait my ſoul beyond the grave. 


Loos'd from the vexing world below, 
O! when ſhall I to theſe attain ? 
When to that bliſsful region go, 
That yields no ſorrow, tear, or pain! 


There ſhall my diſencumber'd ſoul 
Diſtinctly view the grand deſign 

Of each myſterious providence, 
The gracious plan of love divine. 


How dim ſoe'er the eye of ſenſe, 
How faint ſoe'er each mental power, 
'There we ſhall trace Omniſcience, 


And all his ſov'reign will explore; 
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Companioning with angels bright, 
Perhaps with kindred ſpirits join'd, 
Adore the ſelf-exiſtent God, 
That brought ſalvation to mankind. 


Delightful Theme of endleſs bliſs ! 
How little know the world of Thee! 
Only the pilgrim haſting on, 
And panting for eternity. 


He joyful views, with ſteady eye, 
Where faithful labourers abide ; 

Beholds the glittering gates on high, 
On golden hinges opening wade. 


There all his thoughts and wiſhes tend, 1 


Anxious he marks the heavenly road, 
Compaſſionates the ſenſeleſs world, 
And languiſhes—to be with God; 


To ſee the © very Paſchal Lamb,” 
In everlaſting bliſs enthron'd, 
And mingle with thoſe bleſſed ſaints, 


That live with endleſs glory crown'd. 
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O! how with “ ever- tuned harps” 
They ſing the Lamb's myſterious ſong;“ 
Myriads of cherubs catch the ſound, 
Echoing from each celeſtial tongue. 


Celeſtial tongues alone can reach 
The height of that celeſtial train, 
Their tongues alone who ſee his face, 
And with the Lamb for ever reign. 


Unwearied through eternity, 
Their pleafing toil they ſtill purſue, 
And ſpread around th' ethereal ſpace 
The glorious theme, for ever new. 


. ... 


THE LIBERTINE, 


Sar, wretched wanderer, whom the world inſnares, 
Do all thy joys compenſate half thy cares? 
Where is the balm to eaſe the aching breaſt, 
When fudden fickneſs ſteals thy wonted reſt ? 
When Sleep on downy wing flies ſwift away, 

And thou in anguiſh wait'f the dawn of day f 
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20 POEMS. 


The day new dawns ; but ſadder gloom it wears 
Than dreary night, the nurſe of guilty fears. 
And muſt “ the gallant, gay Lothario” die? 
That pleaſing form in Death's rude manſion lie? 
Muſt he relinquiſh to his hated heir 
The gilded equipage and glittering ftar ? 
No more in-courts eclipſe the brilliant's blaze, 
Whilſt envying crowds in buſy murmur gaze? 
Of each gay circle once the gayeſt part— 
(Unſoothing triumph to his mournful heart, 
Where peaceleſs thoughts of guilt and folly flow, 
And all enhance his dread of endleſs woe.) 
Upbraiding Sin the yawning gulph prepares, 
And Death with complicated gloom appears. 
What matchleſs terrors rack his frenzied brain ! 
His ſpeech is wildneſs, and his prayer profane; 
In broken ſounds he challenges his God, 
And dies beneath the juſtice of his rod. 


POEMS, 21 


THE CONSOLATION. 


— — 


My ſpan of life will ſoon be done, 
The paſſing moments ſay ; 

As lengthening ſhadows o'er the mead 
Proclaim the cloſe of day. 

« O that my heart might dwell aloof 
From all created things,” 

And learn that wiſdom from above, 
Whence true contentment ſprings ! 


Courage, my ſoul! thy bitter croſs 
In every trial here, 

Shall bear thee to thy Heaven above, 
But ſhall not enter there. 

The ſighing- ones, that humbly ſeek 
In ſorrowing paths below, 

Shall in eternity rejoice, 
Where endleſs comforts flow. 


Soon will the toilſome ſtrife be o'er 
Of ſublunary care, 
And life's dull vanities no more 
This anxious breaſt inſnare. 
C 3 


22 POEMS, 


Courage, my ſoul! on God rely; 
Deliv'rance ſoon will come: 
A thouſand ways has Providence 
To bring believers home. 


Ere firſt I drew this vital breath, 
From Nature's priſon free, 
Croſſes in number, meaſure, weight, 
Were written, Lord, for me. 
But Theu, my ſhepherd, friend, and guide, 
Haſt led me kindly on, 
Taught me to reſt my fainting head 
On Chriſt, the corner-ſtone.” 


Yo comforted and ſo ſuſtain'd, 
With dark events I ſtrove, 
And found them, rightly underſtood, 
All meſſengers of love; 
With filent and ſubmiſſive awe 
Ador'd a chaſtening God ; 
Rever'd the terrors of his law, 
And humbly kiſs'd the rod. 
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POEMS. 23 


ON SEFING A CERTAIN ADVERTISEMENT. 
— — 
So then—farewell ye fugitive delights, 
Ye glaſſy ſplendours, once ſo much enjoy'd, 
And hop'd more laſting—O my halcyon days, 
Whoſe pleaſing round of gay felicities 
The wiſeſt had beguild—farewell for ever! 

So the pleas'd child who hath a bubble rais'd, 
Joys in the airy globe, and views, ſurpris'd, 
The gaudy colours that its ſurface ſhews ; 

But ere his raptur'd eye beholds his face 
In the flight mirror, with a ſudden burſt 
It vaniſhes, and can be found no more. 


XD "—_— 


A HYMN. 
———— 
T rovcn frail and finful duſt I am, 
By nature born impure ; 
Yet look I to the ſpotleſs Lamb, 
That brings me health and cure.” 


Though weak in faith, I onward go, 
Led by my gracious Guide, 
And dwell upon the promis'd word, 
That Chriſt for finners died, 
24 
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24 POEMS. 


Forth then, my ſoul, in Goſpel light, 
Purſue the ſhining way, 

And taſte the riches of his grace, 
As every ſinner may. 


2 .. K. [!!Kñ..——— 


THE NECESSITY AND USE OF AFFLICTION. 


Sax, would the teeming earth its treaſures yield, 

Or grateful plenty crown the ſmiling field, 

If bright'ning ſuns unceaſing warm'd the plain, 

And vernal gales for ever fann'd the grain? 

What fruit from rural labours. would accrue, 

If the till'd earth no change of ſeaſon knew? 

Needful alike, the varying ſeaſons bring 

The chilling winter and the genial ſpring ; 

And Earth's beſt products aſk, that they may grow, 

The aid of chaſt' ning froſt and mellowing ſnow. 

Such and ſo various is the deep-laid plan, 

On which Heaven cultivates the mind of man. 
The gifts of Heaven unſalutary prove, 

Not duly temper'd with correcting love. 

If fair proſperity continual ſhine, 

Our virtues and our graces all decline; 

Nor need we more ſoft ſhowers and breezes warm, 

Than the rude winter and the threat'ning ſtorm. 
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POEMS. 25 


Whate' er the mean, whate'er the trial prove, 
The children own the Father's ſaving love; 
With pious awe their mingled cup receive, 
And taught by grace, unmurmuring believe. 
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THE RETROSPECT. 
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Come, Holy Spirit, love divine, 
6 | Thy cleanfing power impart ; 
Each erring thought and wiſh refine, 
That wanders near my heart. 
There let thy quickening breezes blow, 
Thine influences be, 
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- Such as revive thy hidden-ones, | | 
w. And lift their fouls to Thee. | | j 
: | 11 
Thro' dark' ning rains and threat' ning ſtorms | | 
My little bark doth ride: | 
O ſave me from the fatal wreck ' 
Of Sin's devouring tide. 141 
By paſt corrections humbled ſtill, | 5 | 
Let no vain paſſion ſtart 1 
m, Within the conſecrated veil 


. Of a believer's heart. 
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Oft haſt thou caſt me to the ground, 
O'erwhelm'd with grief and pain; 

Vet hath thy pitying hand reſtor'd, 
And led me forth again; 

Forth from the ſhade of ſullen woe, 
From darkneſs and diſmay; 

And o'er my anguiſh pour'd the ſweet 
Conſolatory ray. 


O Lord! how mingled was thy love 
In all my deep diſtreſs ! 
Thou gav'ſt the knowledge of thy word, 
That gift of ſovereign grace ! 
And ſhall my peeviſh heart regret 
The momentary pain, 
That follows on departed joys 
In life's contracted ſpan ? 


Time's little inch, that ſteals away 
With every fleeting breath, 
And points to an eternity 
Beyond the reach of Death. 
Enough, my ſoul, enough of Time, 
And Time's uncertain things ; 
Farewell that buſy hive, the world, 
And all its thouſand ſtings. 
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POEMS, 27 


As feathers on the paſling ſtream, 
Our earthly pleaſures move ; 

And tranſient as the evening beam, 
That gilds the verdant grove. 

To other climes, to other ſkies, 
My lifted ſoul aſpires : 

Thither my wandering thoughts aſcend, 
And all my beſt deſires. 


Awhile I ftrive, awhile I mourn, 
Midſt thorns and briers here; 

But God vouchſafes with love divine 
My drooping heart to cheer. 

Though meaner than the meaneſt ſaint, 
My heavenly Guide I ſee; 

hear a voice behind me ſay, 
That Jeſus died for me.“ 
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WHERE HAS MY AMBITION LED ME? 


— (H 


— 


E' x to the height of God's eternal throne, 
Where my affections, my deſires, are gone. 
No view of this frail, fleeting ſcene of things, 
Pleaſures that tire, or riches that have wings, 
Can fill the heart, or feed th* aſpiring mind, 
For purer bliſs, for better joys deſign'd. 

Though once ſurrounded by each fair delight, 
Whate'er could ſooth the ſenſe or charm the ſight, 
Whate'er the flattering world could beſt impart, 
Sublimer proſpects more poſſeſs'd my heart: 
Theſe, like the breaking of the morning ſun, 
O'er all my ſweeteſt earthly comforts ſhone ; 
And ftill they ſhone with undiminiſh'd ray, 
When all thoſe earthly comforts died away : 
Faith, join'd with humble Hope, bade ſorrow ceaſe, 
And o'er my ſoul diffus'd the balm of peace. 
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POEMS. 29 


DEPENDENCE ON GOD. 


THroven hearts were cold and wills perverſe, 
And every channel dry ; 

Zxhauſtleſs flow thoſe heavenly ſprings 
Which all my wants ſupply. 


An all-foreſeeing God provides, 
Where I no proſpect find; 

And, guided by his hand, I leave 
Darkneſs and woe behind. 


Hope, from the everlaſting hills, 
On ſhining wing deſcends ; 

And Faith, preeminently bright, 
Her ſacred flight attends. 


PRIZING MY SOLITARY OPPORT UNITIES 
ABOVE ALL COMPANY. 


How ſweet in filent thought to trace 
The riches of redeeming grace! 
To reckon mercies o'er and o'er, 


And find them ſuch an endleſs ſtore ! 
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Jeſus! everlaſting theme ! 
Conſtant ſource of bliſs ſupreme ! 
On thy fulneſs let me live, 

From thy finiſh'd work receive 
Humble faith and holy fear, 
Courage, joy, and love ſincere; 
From the chain of Sin ſet free, 
Bound alone, O Chriſt! to Thee. 


THE SOUL's FAREWELL TO EARTH, AND 
APPROACHES TO HEAVEN. 


Fax Ew EIL thou reſtleſs world, whoſe unſound joy, 
Falſe hopes, and vain purſuits, man's life deſtroy; 
Poiſon in golden cups thou gav'ſt to me, 
But I no longer have to do with thee. 

My ſoul, uplifted on celeſtial wing, 
Hears Heaven's high vaults with Hallelujahs ring. 
To worlds of bleſſedneis I bend my flight, 
And tread th' immortal regions of delight: 
*Spight of the cumbrous clay my thoughts ariſc, 
And wing'd with rapture, gain the ample fkics; 
Thence, on this earth's inferior ſurface ſcan 
The ſpecious pleaſures of deluded Man, 
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POEMS. 31 


The glitt'ring gems of time and ſenſe diſdain, 
And all the tribe of mortal cares, as vain. 

Look down, my ſoul, upon thy priſon ſcene, 
That globe of wretchedneſs, where thou haſt been 
A pilgrim, toiling o'er the rugged way, 

While fin and ſorrow mark'd the tedious day; 
Where the proud worldling bears deſpotic power, 
And Satan's empire his gay ſons adore ; 

Where dark-ey'd Superſtition madly reigns, 

And grov'ling Ignorance the foul enchains. 

How bleſt am I, whom Contemplation bears 
Above this veil of complicated cares. 

Aſcend, my ſoul, uncheck'd thy ready wings, 
Stoop not to mingle with created things; 

The ſmiling or the frowning world ſurvey 

With calm indifference—ſcene of children's play; 
Where all is tinſel, and a tranſient ſhow, 

And nothing laſts but vanity and woe. 

Still onward haſte, my ſoul, till towering high 
Above this ſphere of dull mortality, 

Earth's baneful pleaſures at the beſt may ſeem 
The baſeleſs fabric“ of ſome idle dream. 


The above Poem bas been printed before : it was ſent, 
without the Author's knowledge, to the Editor of the 


Theological Miſcellany, and appeared in that <vork. 
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AFFLICTION. 
\ 
I zow, unequal to the load, 

5 But my chaſtiſer is my God. 
| Unmurmuring then, beneath his hand, 1 
| O let me meek and patient ſtand, 
q | Acknowledge his unerring ways, E 

| Amidf the furnace give him praiſe. 

| Wiſe and good is the Moſt High; 
| Guilty, fooliſh, faithleſs, I. I 
N I bow, unequal to the load, 
| But my chaſtiſer is my God. 7] 
| HYMN, IO 
| ( From Sin's polluted ſtain 4 
[| | Thou wilt my thoughts refine, 
| And teach me wealth to gain SHALL 

From Wiſdom's golden mine. Throug 
1 Stand ſt 
Communing, Lord, with thee, Or caſt. 
, Contemplating thy ways, The unt 
| | I paſs the live- long day, — Ah! 
And pour my ceaſeleſs praiſe. Each ſac 


POEMs. 33 


Through all the changeful view 
Of ſublunary things, 

What theme can I purſue 
That ſuch contentment brings? 


'Thine influencing power, 
O Majeſty on high! 
Brightens the gloomy hour, 
And checks the riſing ſigh; 


Leads the afflicted mind 
By Wiſdom's heavenly ray, 
The glad reſource to find 
Of Chriſt, the living way. 


— — —— —— > ——— — — — — 


MUSING ON FORMER TIMES. 


SHALL I, who am a pilgrim haſting on 
Through the dark mazes of this changeful world. 
Stand ſtill, to contemplate the wrecks of Time! 
Or caſt a retroſpect on former ſcenes, 
The unſecure delights of time and ſenſe? 
—Ah! rather let me fly the guileful charm, 
Lach ſad memorial of my periſt'd joys, 
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34 POEMS, 


Thoſe gay attendants on my former years : 
"Theſe, like autumnal leaves, were thickly ſtrew'd, 
Sweet meſſengers of love, and trial too ! 

For ah, how dear! how with united force 

They wove their ſilken bands around my heart, 
Till Sovereign Mercy cut the tender tie 

Of each deluding joy, and claim'd her own. 
Reſiſting Nature murmur'd at the wound, 

But (taught by Grace) found even ſorrow ſweet, 
And bleſs'd the rod, convinc'd by every ſtroke 
That all was mercy and redeeming love, 

Adieu, ye ſublunary ſcenes, adieu! 

Adieu to all that could retard my flight, 

Or check my anx1ous ſteps, or caſt a veil 
Betwixt my God and me; whoſe awful voice 
Calls back my ſoul to immortality. 

What tho? begirt with danger, fin, and ſorrow, 
With trembling feet and languid heart I move, 
And ſometimes panting mount the ſacred hill ; 
Faith comes, a cherub bright, on airy wing, 
And points my way to Heaven; where all is calm, 
Unchangeably ſecure; where, is the day, 

Whoſe high, perpetual noon will ne'er admit 
The lighteſt ſhade; and peaceful pleaſures flow, 
Clear, and unmingled with the ftreams below. 
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POEMS, 


HOPE IN THE LORD. 


—ͤy]— — 


Avr this gloom thou canſ diſpel, 
All the darts of Satan quell. 
Counſel me, moſt holy Lord! 
Teach me thy unerring word; 
Thy directing Spirit ſend, 

Thou! my Saviour and my Friend! 
Breathe thine influence divine 

On this rebel heart of mine; 
Every wiſh and thought remove 
Savouring not of heavenly love. 
—- Child of Adam, heir of Sin, 
Frail, unholy, and unclean, 

Is there aught of good in me, 
Lord! it all belongs to Thee. 

All that Man, with erring eye, 
Thinks he can in me deſcry, f 
Thou in very truth ſupply : 
Realize the partial praiſe, 
Righteous Lord! thine honour raiſc ; 
Give me what Thou canſt approve, 
Make me all that Thou canſt love. 
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36 POEMS. 


LIVING IN THE WORLD, YET NOT OF THE 
WORLD. | 


Tus foul irradiated with truth divine, 

On whom the rays of grace and mercy ſhine ; 

Who ſees the golden beam of love diſplay'd, 

For ſinning Man the gracious ranſom paid; 

Wean'd from Earth's trivial ſcenes, to Heaven 
aſpires, 

There fixes all her hopes, her fond deſires. 

In ſecret union with her God, ſhe finds 

Pleaſure and peace unknown to ſenſual minds ; 

And though no purling rill, or favourite grove, 

Invite her thoughts to themes of ſacred love; 

Though never more on Avon's banks to ſtray, 

Or in ſweet ſolitude beguile the day; 

In crowds retir'd, ſhe feels the lambent flame, 

No rival there—the object ſtill the ſame : 

Nor time nor place can her glad hopes deſtroy, 

Fix'd on the baſis of immortal joy. 


POEMS, 


THE INVITATION. 


O Grace! all-comprehending ſource 
Whence Faith divinely flows, 

Come to my breaſt with heavenly force, 
And Sin's dread power oppoſe. 

In thine illuminating rays 
Atoning love appears: 

The Lord his righteouſneſs diſplays, 
And baniſhes my fears. 


My ſoul, with joy the gift receive, 
Eternal life is thiue: 

Bankrupt thou art, haſt nought to give 
For favour ſo divine. 

But hark! e'en now I hear it ſaid, 
„The gift indeed is free; 

«« But oh th' ineſtimable price 

„The Saviour paid for thee !”? 


Yes, deareſt Lord! my heart replies, 
The ranſom all is paid; 

For this Thou left'ſt thy native ſkies, 
And waſt my Surety made: 
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And if the Father deigns to hear 
A ſuppliant ſinner's ſuit, 

Thy interceſhon wins the ear, 
Thy wounds are never mute. 
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RENEWED AFFLICTION. 


Ac ar beneath thy chaſt'ning rod I bow, 

And on my head freſh ſtreams of ſorrow flow ; 

The gath'ring clouds o'ertake my bright'ning day, 

And the ſad ſcene admits no cheering ray : 

Yet, while thy tempeſts roar on every ſide, 

And far-ſtretch'd horrors all my comforts hide, 

Low at thy croſs my trembling knees I bend, 

Till gracious Thou ſome healing influence ſend. 
Thou to whom all my ſecret griefs are known, 

And all my weakneſs, my corruptions, ſhown ; 

Can I thy ſhafts, thy terrors, Lord, withſtand, 

Sent by the force of an almighty hand ? 

How ſhall a worm with Deity contend ? 

Who knows not where th' unequal ſtrife muſt end? 

Subdue me rather, O my God! and find, 

O'ercome by ſovereign grace, my will refign'd ; 

So ſhall my tongue an holy filence know, 

And filial tears alone my ſorrow ſhow. 
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POEMS, 


A CHAMBER HYMN. 


—— — — 


Tus Lord is my protector, 
To him I fly for aid; 
My refuge and director; 
Why is my heart afraid ? 
Though amid threat'ning danger, 
Oppreſs'd by many a care, 
My heart, be thou a ſtranger 
To unbelieving fear. 


Thy God, with love unceaſing, 
His people will ſecure ; 
Their fainting ſtrength increaſing, 
He proves his promiſe ſure. 
Oſt at this baneful hour, 
That teems with every ill, 
Faith manifeſts his power, 
And bids the heart be ſtill. 


Though like a roaring lion 
The Prince of Darkneſs roam, 
The ſouls that dwell in Sion 


Have there a peaceful home. 
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40 POEMS, 


In vain the force of legions, 
All impotent their might ; 


Peace, from the heavenly regions, 
Breaks through the gloom of night. 


Some guardian ſpirit near me, 
Whoſe office 1s of love, 
Methinks 1s ſent to cheer me 
With comfort from above : 
Or what's this bleſt ſenſation ? 
This gleam of cordial hope ? 
Kind tokens of ſalvation, 
That bear my ſpirits up? 


Ves from their heavenly places 
Commiſhon'd angels fly, 

To cheer the Chriſtian's graces, 
And raiſe his courage high. 

Oh pleaſure paſt expreſſing 
What rapture muſt be theirs, 

Who bring the cup of bleſſing 
That God himſelf prepares 
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THOUGHT'S SITTING AT MY WORK. 


— —ꝛꝓ— 2 


How fares my ſoul whilſt earthly cares intrude? 
Shall any cares thy favourite theme exclude? 
What though the world its taſteleſs forms impoſe, 
A debt to duty, which no pleaſure knows; 
Still to thy God thy ſecret thoughts aſcend ; 
Thither thy wiſh, thy warm affections, tend: 
Of error cautious, and of fin afraid, 
A ceaſeleſs ſuppliant for almighty aid, 
Some guardian ſpirit, Wiſdom's heavenly ray, 
To guide thee ſafely on the devious way. 

If angels weep, how muſt they weep to know 
What Chriſtians ſuffer in this vale of woe ! 
The toilſome warfare that they all maintain, 
Whilſt ſtruggling againſt Sin's deteſted reign ! 
And how they mourn the griefs by others known, 
While pierc'd with ſecret anguith for their own. 

High as thou art, my ſoul, the ranſom'd heir 
Of endleſs bliſs, above yon radiant ſphere ; 
That bliſs, as yet with-held, from far ſurvey, 
Obedient wait—in God's appointed way ; 
His will, the golden chart thy courſe to guide, 
And bear thee ſafely thro' the world's rough tide; 
Land thee triumphant on that peaceful ſhore 
Where fin and ſorrow ſhall approach no more. 
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42 POEMS. 


MUSINGS. 
— 


T rover pent within this fleſhly veil, 
Grov'ling amid the ſons of care, 

Oft will my thoughts unbidden ſteal 
Where pure, unmingled pleafures are. 

Whence has the ſoul this wondrous art, 
Whilſt fetter'd by a thouſand ills ? 

No human aid can power impart 
To mount the everlaſting hills. 

No: 't is the Lord that reigns above, 

The influence of his ſovereign love. 


TO MY FRIEND, ON HER HAPPY CHOICE. 


Try prayer is heard: — He who direQs thy muſe, 
Inſpires thy ſoul the ſacred theme to chuſe. 

The painted mimicry of power divine, 
The fabled labours of the tuneful Nine, 
With all the pageantry of poet's brain, 
No more, my friend, debaſe thy purer ſtrain. 
Heaven's choiceſt graces in thy verſes ſhine, 
Enrich thy numbers, and thy ſenſe refine : 
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Heaven's gracious King informs thy ſofteſt lays, 
Attunes thy feeble ſong to prayer and praiſe. 

Oh! may no worldly ſcene of ſhort-liv'd joy 
Thy tranquil ſtate, thy pious peace, deſtroy ; 
No grov'ling views of time and ſenſe conſpire 
To tempt thy mind, and quench the heavenly fire; 
But grace, free grace, all obſtacles remove, 
And all thy ſoul be fill'd with cov'nant love. 


I"ERSES ON HEARING OF THE UNTIMELY 


An! with what feeble voice I cry, 
O God, my God, to 'Thee ! 

Yet Thou, with condeſcending love, 
Doſt hear and anſwer me: 


Or how, amid ſuch various ſcenes 
Of complicated woe, 

Should my ſad heart e' er ceaſe to grieve, 
My eyes to overflow ? 
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44 POEMS. 


Father of Heaven, and Source of Light! 
Thou ſee*ſt the wondrous need 

That under thy chaſtiſing hand 
This rebel heart ſhould bleed. 


Time after time the deftin'd ſhaft 
My inmoſt ſoul hath try'd; 

So oft hath thy unfailing hand 
The healing balm ſupply'd. 


«« Wiſe, juſt, and righteous are thy ways ;” 


In all thy works I trace 
The pledge of everlaſting love, 
The beam of ſovereign grace. 


« Engrav'd as on eternal braſs, 
«« The ſacred promiſe ſhines ; 

«© Nor can the powers of Hell eraſe 
« Thoſe everlaſting lines.” 


Kept were the feet of all thy ſaints 
On that unſhaken ground, 

Who now appear before thy throne 
With deathleſs glory crown'd. 
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POEMS. 45 


Come then, my ſoul, thy ſadneſs cheer; 
This ſanQified diſtreſs 
Shall raiſe thee from the grov'ling ſcenes 
Of earth-born happineſs. 


Let thy aſcending powers explore 
The realms of fadeleſs joy, 

Where ſaints, with never-ending ſong, 
Their golden harps employ. 


If God but raiſe the feeble voice, 
And looſe the ſtammering tongue,” 
How ſweetly harmoniz'd ſhall be 
The pilgrim's artleſs ſong ! 


Thine attributes, the choiceſt theme, 
Thy praiſe, thy wondrous power, 

The Heaven- inſpired muſe ſhall fing, 
Whilſt liſt'ning ſaints adore. 
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46 POEMS. 


APOLOGY FOR RETIREMENT, 


T nave no leiſure to beſtow 

Where nought but ſin and folly grow. 

The world's ſociety unknown, 

My choiceſt hours are paſs'd alone 

Alone indeed I cannot be, 

If God vouchſafe to dwell with me. 
Think not, my friend, I cenſure thoſe 

Whom Providence hath wiſely choſe 

To ſhine in more conſpicuous light, 

As ſtars that gild the darkſome night; 


Such, whoſe high worth their deeds proclaim. 


And fix them in the ranks of fame: 
Theſe to the world are bleſſings given, 
The bounty of all-bounteous Heaven. 
But I—whom no diſtinQtions charm, 
Whoſe breaſt no public praiſe can warm ; 
Who from life's gayer ſcenes retir'd, 
Taſte pleaſures more to be deſir'd 

Than wealth, or power, or honours give— 
Muſt live unknown, or ceaſe to live, 

Oh happy hours that once I knew, 

Ere yet I bade thy ſhades adieu, 
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My native haunt !—yet here I find 

Content, that ſunſhine of the mind; 

Her influence my boſom fills, 

Soother of life's ten thouſand ills. 

Come then, Retirement, peaceful gueſt ; 

And Love, true harbinger of reſt; 

That © Love divine all loves excelling;“ 

Illuminate my humble dwelling. 

Every choicelt bleſſing bring 

From Piety's exhauſtleſs ſpring : 

For ſome delightful theme explore 

All Contemplation's richeſt ſtore. 

Let Wiſdom's heavenly force impart 

Divine inſtruction to my heart; 

The ſalutary uſe explain 

Of trials, cares, affliction, pain; 

How needful each to erring Man, 

Too ignorant himſelf to ſcan, 

Too blind his intereſt to diſcern, 

Too proud the ways of Heaven to learn; 

In ſelf-conceit ſupremely wiſe, 

He ſcorns the wiſdom of the ſkies, 

Dotes on the toys of time and ſenſe, 

Nor looks beyond what thoſe diſpenſe. 

Tremble, my ſoul, for men at eaſe, 
hoſe painted bark no ruffling breeze 
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48 POEMS. 
Impedes ; but rapidly they glide, 
Unthinking, down the ſilver tide 
Of gay proſperity ; nor know 
Of other Heaven than that below. 


TIMES PAST. 


O $0L1rvpe! thou friend to roving thought, 
Time's beſt interpreter, with wiſdom fraught, 
With my own mind converſing, calm and free, 
I find ſociety enough in thee ; 

Thy ſtillneſs helps my memory to retrace 

Paſt joys—to recollect the time, the place, 
Where once my favour'd hours ſerenely flow d 
And bleſt experience led my ſoul to God. 
Witneſs ye ſhades, where waves the ample pinc 
Aloft in air; or where {ſweet ſhrubs entwine 
The fabled goddeſs * of the ſummer's ſtore, 


Whoſe bloomy treaſures deck the fragrant bower : 


Or where the patroneſs of harveſt + ſtood, - 
'The filent beauty of the checquer'd wood; 
How oft, enamour'd of that lov'd retreat, 
Have I fat muſing on my favourite ſeat, 
Calld o'er the paſt, and, with reluctant view, 
Beheld how ſwift the preſent moments flew. 
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AUGUST VIIIb. 
—— ͤ—— F 


Sweer ſolitary hour! 
That bring'ſt to mind my hours long ſince elaps'd, 
When woods and groves, nurſing the growth of 
thought, | 
Crown'd all my leiſure with ſequeſter'd joys, 
Such as my earlieſt wiſhes dearly priz'd ; 
Unknown, uncar'd for, by the careleſs world, 
How bleſt was I, when my delighted mind 
Pour'd forth her late and early lay, and hail'd 
The lovelieſt ſcenes that Nature could diſcloſe, 
In rural haunts, my native ſhades among ; 
Where every ſweet combin'd to cheer the ſenſe ; 
And ſocial bliſs and dear domeſtic joy 
Led on the dancing hours.— 
No circumſtance remains !—the hand divine, 
That gave, hath now withdrawn: —chang'd is the 
ſcene! 

My heart, unfetter'd from Earth's deareſt prize, 
$priggs at the proſpe& of unfading bliſs : 
Faith, immorcality begun, and hope, 
Still bloſſoming from day to day, enſure 
My ripen'd bleſſings in the realms above. 

E 


50 


Rough is the road, yet pleas'd I journey on; 

My pilgrim feet unwearied preſs the path 

That leads me to my Canaan in the ſkies, 

Where Sin, worſt foe, ſhall never wound me more, 


POEMS. 


GOING TO T. Mn . 


Wuaare'es the giddy world conceive 


Of vanities below, 

I only for thoſe pleaſures live 
That lafting joy beſtow. 

(How oft my contemplative muſe 
This favourite theme has ſung, 


As haply I was wont to rove 


My native ſhades among !) 


My willing feet how ſwift they move 
A long and dangerous way ; 

(Invited by a Saviour's love,) 
I tread with no diſmay ; 

Eager to gain the bleſt retreat, 
Where richeſt comfort flows, 

And hear the ſound of tidings ſweet, 
His meſſengers diſcloſe : 


' POEMS, 


That balm to heal the wounded mind 
When needful cares oppreſs, 

Thoſe cares almighty love deſign'd 
To lead to happineſs. 

For human ills, if ills they be, 
From Him in mercy flow ; 

That Man his real good may ſee, 
And all his weakneſs know. 


Misfortune, with her ſullen brow, 
My former days have known ; 

And many an hour, ſurcharg'd with woe, 
Has coſt me many a groan. 

But from on high a voice I heard. 
Sweeter than angels? ſong, 

Whence truths divine my boſom cheer'd, 
And praiſe inſpir'd my tongue. 


O let that tongue for ever bleſs 
The kind, the dark decree : 
It was a ſanctified diſtreſs, 
And brought new joys to me. 
Affliction oft but ſerves to hide 
Some good as yet unknown; 
Faith turns the myſtic veil aſide, 
And finds it all her own. 
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52 POEMS. 


IN THE CHURCH, BEING THERE T00 EARLY. 
— — 


Cror n' in the < golden robes of grace,” 
I worſhip in this holy place. 

Howe'er the world my mind aſſail, 

Lord! let thine influence prevail. 

« Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly dove!“ 
Inſpire my ſoul with ſacred love; 

Breathe o'er my thoughts Devotion's flame, 
Enrich them with the Saviour's name; 

Shut from my heart each grov'ling care, 
And all my ſoul for God prepare. 


| SACRAMENTAL HYMN. 
rm nm rn memes 


| I COME 


Nor in the gorgeous wedding-robe, 
Such as thy children wear, 

| But cover'd with the mourning veil, 

Unworthy to appear. 
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POEMS, 


Let this my guilty bluſhes hide, 
Let this the finner ſhroud, 

While at the ſolemn feaſt I wait, 
Amid the praying crowd. 


O let me humbly creep behind, 
The meaneſt of them all; 

And feed me with the crumbs alone 
That from thy table fall. 


Shall my preſuming hand go forth, 
To reach the royal feaſt ? 

May I too taſte thy dying love, 
Who am the worſt and leaſt ? 


Doſt thou theſe precious gifts beſtow, 
My Saviour and my King, 

On one who, deſtitute as I, 
Has offering none to bring ? 


No offering but a faithleſs heart, 
A fin-polluted ſoul, 
Baſe and defil'd in every part; 
Yet Thou canſt make them whole. 
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54 POEMS, 


Wilt thou, O Lord, my vows regard, 
My penitence receive ; 

And through my Saviour's cleanſing blood 
My preſſing wants relieve ? 


Thou ſee*ſt at once my inmoſt ſoul, 
My thoughts are known to Thee ; 
Thou weigh'ſt the ſenſe of all my words, 
And their ſincerity, 


Fain would I walk as one redeem'd 
From every vain deſire : 

Lord! may thy ſanctifying grace 
Each word, each thought inſpire. 


— 


OF BEHAVIOUR IN PUBLIC WORSHIP. 
— — 


92 


Nr'xx let thy thoughts unheeding ſtray, 
Nor wander in the world's broad way ; 
Nor mingle with thy prayer and praiſe 
The vain conceit, the idle gaze. 

For others an example draw, 

Whilſt love and reverential awe 
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POEMS, 


Shine forth in all thy outward frame, 
And inward piety proclaim. 

With grief the careleſs-ones ſurvey, 
And for their ſouls in ſecret pray : 
All cenſure of their ways decline ; 
Till grace renew'd thee, ſuch were thine : 
If others faults alone thou ſee, 

God finds a dreadful one in thee. 


WALKING ALONE INTO THE CITY. 


Wurrnzu in ſolitude I ſtray, 
Or walk the city's buſy way, 

O Thon, my heavenly Guide, 
With unremitting care attend; 
My God, my everlaſting friend, 

O'er all my ſteps preſide. 


Though various dangers wait around, 
And enemies my peace confound, 
Thou art my refuge {till : | 
Though oft my weak and ſlacken'd pace 
Prevents me in the heavenly race, 
IJ wait thy ſovereign will. 
x 4 
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56 POEMS. 


From Piſgah's top, with earneſt eye, 
The {weet inheritance I *ſpy, 
Bequeath'd me from above: 
The promiſe ſounds, my Saviour's voice 
Makes all my inward ſoul rejoice, 
And fills me with his love. 


PRAYING FOR RENEWING GRACE, 


O Trov! who dwelV in underived light, 
With thy own beams this breaſt irradiate. 
From this dull clod call forth the latent ſpark, 
Whoſe feeble glimmering but obſcures the way, 
And Error's mazy track the more confounds. 
'The hving principle firſt given by Thee, 
Feed and invigorate : and O thou Star 

Of ſweeteſt influence! to my ſoul impart 
Thy cheering emanations, and diſpel 

The miſt of Sin. 

« By ſacred chymiſtry” each thought refine, 
And each deprav'd defire create anew ; 

The rebel heart, the will averſe, reftrain ; 
Quicken the lumb'ring ſenſe to higher views 


Than Ear 

SOL 
Of happi 
Some ray 
That wat] 
« F'en p 
Foreſhew 
Disfurniſ 
In“ glor 


POEMS, 57 


Than Earth's low-thoughted ſcenes : and oh thou 
Source 


Of happineſs, of holineſs, of truth! 

Some ray of thine illuming grace afford ; 
That with reſplendent brightneſs it may ſhed 
« F'en preſent glory on the outward man ;” 
Foreſhewing that bleſt period, when the foul, 
Disfurniſh'd of its droſs, ſhall boldly ſtand 

In « glory's fulleſt blaze before thy throne.” 


« SING TO YOURSELVES IN PSALMS,” Ec. 


T woven high the waves of ſorrow roll, 
And difficulties preſs; 

Submiſſion makes a calm within, 
And lightens the diſtreſs. 


Though now he hides him in a cloud, 
His preſence ſtill is nigh ; 
And ſoon his all- providing hand 
Shall every want ſupply. 


New trials are new bleſſings ſent 
God's faithfulneſs to prove 
And all thy ſufferings the deſign 

Of everlaſting love. 
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58 POEMS, 


MUSING, 


—— 


— 


O worp nous love! that vileſt worms ſhould be 
By grace exalted to ſo high degree; 

To ſit with ſaints, to mingle with the bleſt, 

And ſhare the kingdom of eternal reſt ! 


What is this ſummer-world, this ſhort-liv'd ſpan, 


This lap of Dalilah, O finful Man ? 


Such are thy things of nought, thy gewgaw toys, 


Thy ſhadowy trifles, thy unſeaſon'd joys ; 

Thy creature-comforts but a brittle reed, 

Which makes the hand that leans upon it bleed. 

Earth has no ſolid, durable delight; 

The bliſs that 's laſting lies beyond our ſight. 
Of vain diſquietudes, my ſoul, beware; 

O, be thou humble and ſincere in prayer; 

Each day to ſovereign love commit thy ways, 

Nor heed th' injurious world, its ſcorn or praiſe. 

Miſcall'd Proſperity, that once Waſt mine, 

And didſt with fiken bands this heart entwine, 

Grace has diſſolv'd thy charms, and now I know 

Thy real name; thy real name is—Woe. 

Rous'd from the tranſient ſtate of eaſe ſupine, 

I felt the chaſtiſement of love divine: | 
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The great Phyſician has, with matchleſs ſkill, 
Drawn precious ſweets from every bitter ill; 

And now his gracious purpoſe plain appears, 
feel my pains aſſuag'd, diſpell'd my fears; 

He pours the healing balm on every wound, 

Till joy, and praiſe, and heavenly peace abound. 


— -- - — 
— — — — 


THANKFULNESS. 


AlL language is too faint to ſhew 
What mercies from my Saviour flow 
Amid the dreary ſcenes of woe: 


How with his love, ten thouſand ways, 
He gilds the winter of my days, 
And fills my ſoul with joy and praiſe. 


Ah! I have never known a care, 
Nor ever ſhed a ſorrowing tear, 
That yields not now a joy ſincere. 


POEMS, 


EFACULATION, 


WAITING TO APPROACH THE LORD's TABL?. 


— — — — 
Wut humbled for my fins, O Lord! 
I wait upon the promis'd word : 
O ſtay my ſoul upon thy love, 
And let me all thy mercies prove. 
Shall Satan draw my thoughts aſide, 
Or with the world my heart divide ? 
I never will allegiance own 
To any—but my God alone. 


— — — 


A SPIRITUAL SONG, 
— 
Tnovch I had every bliſs in ſtore, 
Of wealth, of honour, and of power: 
Poor were I ftill, ſhould God deny 
The ſeeming good to ſanctify. 


Though on my bark the croſs-winds blow, 
And fill my ſwelling ſails with woe; 
Succeſsful ſtill my voyage ſhall be, 

If God vouchſafe to ſmile on me. 
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WRITTEN IN SICKNESS. 


S1xFUL and vile my nature, Lord! 
I come before thy throne : 

Pity my low and languid ſtate, 
And ſeal me for thine own. 


When through the force of my diſcaſe 
I cannot think on Thee, 


O Saviour! ſtill my faith renew, 
For Thou haſt died for me. 


Juſtly I feel thy chaſt'ning rod, 
And bow my conſcious head, 

Whilſt Thou with ſweet compaſſion, Lord, | 
Doſt ſmooth my mournful bed. 


At every quick-returning pain 
Thou giv'ſt the balm that heals 
(What pangs ſoe'er the body pierce) 

All that the ſpirit feels. 


O Father! to thy ſovereign grace 
I every comfort owe : 

One glimpſe of thy paternal face 
Diſperſes all my woe. 
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THE TRUE WISDOM. 


Cone, heavenly Wiſdom, gueſt divine 


With me vouchſafe to dwell ; 
Eager I trace thy wondrous joys, 
And bid the world farewell : 
Its buſtling ſcenes and vain purſuits 
Long has my heart diſdain'd, 
And in the ſchool of Scripture taught, 
More laſting treaſures gain'd. 


Give me my little inch of time, 
From 1dle dreams ſecure, 

And fill my ſoul from Wiſdom's ſource, 

With joys ſele& and pure: 

Then o'er the rough and briery way 
My ſteps ſhall lightly tend; 

Wiſdom my counſellor and guide, 
And God my promis'd end, 
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AM I OF THE FLOCK ? 


«© By the ſtill ſtream and paſture fair” 


My feet delight to ſtray ; | 
Conducted by my Shepherd's care, 
He leads me all the way. 


The footſteps of the flock I know, 
And Zion's ſacred hill: 

Such favour does my Saviour ſhew, 
And ſuch his ſovereign will. 


Sweet and refreſhing to my taſte 
The teachings of his word: 

How welcome to my troubled breaſt 
The comforts theſe afford! 


Whate'er my Lord vouchſafes t' impart, 
I thankfully approve : 

He bids me reſt my boding heart 
On everlaſting love. 


he, 


* 


Amidſt the world's perplexing throng 
I hear the Shepherd's voice: 
His name is a melodious ſong, 

That makes my heart rejoice. 
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— . 


His acts, his judgments, I revere, 
His myſteries adore; 
His ſufferings my glory are, 
«« His joy my ſtrength and power *.” 
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WORK OF THE SPIRIT. 


Tnovu Spirit of eternal truth, 
Thou ! to whoſe only power 

My ſoul can look for faith and hope 
In every trying hour; 

O work in me to will and do 
The thing that pleaſeth Thee; 

For in myſelf no good I know, 
But ſore depravity. 


Thou Spirit of conſummate grace, 
Fountain of love divine, 

Author of heavenly bleſſedneſs, 
Come, fill this heart of mine. 

Jeſus, thou everlaſting ſtrength ! 

My only refuge, God! 

Behold thy willing ſervant bow 
Beneath thy chaſt'ning rod. 


* «© The joy of the Lord ſhall be my ſtrength.“ PALM 
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POEMS, 


Weak and unſtable as I am, 
Thy willing ſervant made, 
Boldly thy promiſes I claim, 


Through cov'nant love convey'd. | 


Almighty Power! defend my heart, 
Its inmoſt thoughts controul,” 
Let not the faithleſs world have part, 

Do Thou poſſeſs the whole. 


Abate my pride, reſtrain my will, 
My unbelief ſubdue ; 

Cleanſe me from every ſecret ill, 
And all my powers renew : 

According to thy richeſt grace, 
My life from fin ſecure; 

And lead me in thy ſtedfaſtneſs, 


To “ joys for ever pure.“ 
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POEMS. 


IN A SEASON OF GREAT TROUBLE, 


I xvmnsLy pray thee, O my God! 
To guard me on this thorny road ; 
Let not the tempeſt gath'ring round, 
My courage or my faith confound. 

Thou only object, end, and aim, 
Through every path of life the ſame z 
Each joy, each trial, ſprings from Thee: 
Thy righteouſneſs in all I ſee; 

And wond'ring view the vaſt deſign, 
Where grace, and truth, and wiſdom, join. 
Thy chaſtiſement, I know full well, 

Hath kept me from the gates of Hell; 
Taught me my Saviour's love to know, 
And wean'd my foul from all below ; 

Has giv'n my ſpirit wings to ſoar 

Where grief ſhall never find me more. 
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WRITTEN IN SICKNESS, 
— — 
SurELY, O Lord! I now can ſay, 
„Thy gracious will be done :” 
Thoſe willing words flow freely forth, 
Nor loiter on my tongue. 


My pain and ſickneſs I receive 
As meſſengers of love: 

They point to an eternal reſt 
With bleſſed ſaints above. 


No charge the Adverſary brings 
Againſt thy rebel child; 

Jeſus has brought my pardon down; 
I ſee Thee reconcil'd, 


No drag upon my chariot wheels, 
Relinquiſh'd all below, 

My ſoul would burſt its priſon-bars, 
And fly this vale of woe. 


A monument of ſov*reign grace, 
I yield myſelf to Thee, 

Nor caſt one ling'ring look behind 
Jeſus has ſet me free, 
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WHO ARE THE REDEEMED OF THE LORD ? 


Tus Lord hath given them eyes to ſee 
The beauties of his face; 

To love the ways of holineſs, T1 
And all the means of grace. 


The Lord hath open'd their deaf ears, 
To hear the joyful ſound, 

The tidings of redeeming love, T 
Of ſinners loſt and found. 


The Lord hath loos'd their ſtamm'ring tongue, 
And taught them prayer and praiſe ; 

Their hearts made willing to receive 
'Their God, in all his ways. 
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| Chriſt crucify'd is all their hope, 
His faithfulneſs their ſtay ; 

Whilſt other ſouls in darkneſs grope, 
And ſtumble in the way. Ir 


1 The Lord hath broke the fallow ground, T 
A ſenſe of fin beſtow'd ; 

Whilſt other ſouls embrace their chain, 1 
1 Nor feel their guilty load. f 
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The Lord hath given them power to taſte, | 
To reliſh food divine ; | 


Whilſt other ſouls to earth and ſenſe 
Their narrow joys confine, 


The Lord hath in his word reveal'd, | 


And made his promiſe ſure, 
That they may run their Chriſtian race, 
And “ patiently endure.” 


Then let redeemed-ones rejoice, 151 
Their cheerful voices raiſe | 
Above all others : let their hearts | 
Unite in love and praiſe, 


WRITTEN UNDER BODILY AFFLICTION, 


STRICKEN of Thee, O Lord! I mourn, | | | 


And count the lagging hours; | i} 3 


[mpatient for the glad return ] 
Of Health's reviving powers. | 

The ſacred word unopen'd lies, 1 
Nor yields me ſweet employ; | 

No precious author cheers my ſoul, 
Or fills my heart with joy. 
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70 POEMS» 


Fain would I feed on mercies paſt, 
To mitigate my woe; 

On my ſurrounding bleflings feaſt, 
While praiſes overflow. 

O for that faith that looks afar 
Beyond this mingled ſcene ; 

That brings the heavenly Canaan near, 
Though ages roll between! 


Courage, my ſoul! thy threeſcore years, 
And more, are paſs'd away ; 

And many a bitter ſigh and tear, 
That mark'd thy gloomy way. 

In infancy conſtrain'd to weep 
Beneath affliction's rod, 

 Feen then I felt how rough, how ſteep, 

The way that leads to God. 


Once lifted high on pleaſure's wing, 
The careleſs years went round ; 

Rapt in the world's fantaſtic ring, 
No other bliſs I found. 

Ah! had my little bark remain'd 
Upon this ſummer ſea, 

The richeſt portion I had gain'd 
Were ſin and miſery, 
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ON HEARING OF THE LONG-CONTINUED SUF- 
FERINGS OF A DYING CHRISTIAN, 
Whoſe ſpiritual E widences avere under a Cloud. 


Ou that this long- protracted ſpace 

May be for new ſupplies of grace; 

By Faith's clear evidence to ſpy, 

From Piſgah's top, the land of joy! 
Then ſhall the diſencumber'd ſoul 
Enraptur'd fly to reach the goal ; 

From ſin, from pain, from death ſet free, 
To reſt, O God! for ever reſt in Thee! 
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THE SINNER's MORNING SONG, 


Imitation of an old ſpiritual Writer, 


A xD ſhall thy mercies, O my God! 
Paſs unregarded by, 
When I have laid me down and ſlept 
Beneath thy watchful eye ? 
I—who have taſted of thy love 
Ten thouſand different ways 
Shall I not dedicate my ſong 
To thine eternal praiſe ? 


The buſineſs of this empty world 
Is idleneſs to me: 

How unimportant every thing 
That leads me not to Thee! 

Once I could reliſh worldly ſcenes, 
As well as others do; 

But, glory to thy heavenly name 
Thou didſt my taſte renew. 
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A ſickly appetite had I, 
And ſickly joys were mine; 

And many an 1dol tempted me, 
And did my heart entwine. 

O! it were pain to reckon o'er 
The follies of each day ; 

To call to mind the ſenſeleſs cares 
That ſtole my heart away. 


But 'Thou, my God, my Father, Friend ! 
Hadſt mercy then in ſtore ; 

And Satan's fond deluſions fled 
Before thy ſovereign power. 

O, let my gratitude to Thee, 
My ſtrict obedience prove, 

Until I quit this mortal ſcene, 

And join the hoſts above : 


There, where no night ſhall intervene, 
Or ſigh or tear be known; 

Where everlaſting joy and peace 
The heirs of glory crown. 
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POEMS, 


EVENING MEDITATION ON THE 


CRUCIFLXION. 


«Imitation of the ſame. 


My Lord, my Saviour died, 
For guilty ſinners ſake : 

The tokens of his love 
Oft keep mine eyes awake. 

I cannot chuſe but mourn, 
That He ſhould ſuffer ſo; 

And yet it is the ſource 
Whence all my comforts. flow. 


I cannot chuſe but mourn, 
Whoſe fins made Him to bleed ; 
And yet, ſuch ſacrifice 


My ſoul from death hath freed. 


*T was not the treacherous Jews 
That did my Lord betray; 

It was my heinous fins, 
More treacherous far than they. 


POEMS. 75 


T was not the ſoldier's ſpear 
That pierc'd my Saviour's fide ; 
'F was my ingratitude, 
My unbelief, my pride. 
Theſe were the bloody thorns 
That did his temples wound, 
And caus'd thoſe ſacred drops 
That did bedew the ground. 


And when his Father's wrath 
Drew forth that bitter cry, 
He yielded up his life 
For rebels—ſuch as I. 
And can I chuſe but mourn, 
When ſkies and rocks did rend, 
And Nature veil'd her face, 
At fight of ſuch an end ? 


But haſte, my ſoul, to view 
Thy happineſs reſtor'd, 
And death and hell ſubdu'd, 
By thy triumphant Lord : 
Put off thy mourning weed, 
Thy Jeſus reigns on high, 
Receiving gifts for men, 


For rebels—ſuch as I. 
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76 POEMS, 


EVENING HYMN, 


Tzu thouſand mercies from the Lotd 
Have I this day enjoy'd : 

How ſhould each grateful moment be 
In prayer and praiſe employ'd ? 


But though the tranſient day be fled, 
Gone, like the paſſing wind; 

What 1s the record, O my ſoul, 
That it has left behind? 


Was it a day miſpent or loft, 
Or thriftily improvꝰd, 


And given to what concerns thee moſt, 


And ſhould be moſt belov'd ? 


Brought it ſweet ſavour forth to God ? 
Shall He approve thy day ? 

Accept the fruit that it has borne, 
Or caſt ut all away? 
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POEMS. 


What ſays the witneſs in thy breaſt, 
That monitor within ? 

It ſends thee to the throne of grace, 
Acknowledging thy ſin. 


Each night, my ſoul, thy walk review, 
And all thy guilt confeſs ; 

Nor cloſe thine eyes till thou haſt ſought, 
In Chriſt, the promis'd peace. 


There is a day, my ſoul, at hand 
O may that day be thine !— 

Whoſe beams no cloud ſhall ever ſhade, 
Whoſe ſun ſhall ne'er decline. 


GOD's FREE GIFT OF LOVE, 


— — — — — 


Wauar marks, my ſoul, haſt thou to ſhew 
Of God's free gift of love? 

What witneſs doth abide in thee, 
With unction from above? 
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78 POEMS» 


What likeneſs can I ſhew of thoſe 
In whom the Lord diſplays 

His renovating power, the gift 
That fills their hearts with praiſe ? 


Hath He not taught my tongue to ſay, 


This gift I dearly prize; 
It 13 of higher worth to me 
Than all beneath the ſkies ? 


Whilſt others covet earthly ſtore 
Of vanities below, 

I covet that exhauſtleſs mine 
Whence the true riches flow. 


On God's free gift to ſinful men 
My thoughts delight to rove, 


His power, his matchleſs excellence, 
And all his wondrous love. 


Do I in ſelf-abaſement call 
My guilty heart to own, 

That as a rebel I am ſav'd 
By this free gift alone ? 
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«« Of ſinners chief, of ſaints the leaſt,“ 


Do I myſelf confeſs? 
Is Jeſus my confiding hope, 
And all my righteouſnels ? 


Doings and duties, “ loſs and dung,” 
No rivals in his ſtead ? 

And do I place the victor's crown 
Upon my Saviour's head? 


Do I rejoice, with heart and voice, 
His honour'd name to ſing ? 

To ſpread around the welcome ſound, 
That Chriſt 's my God and King ? 


My ſoul and body are they made 
An offering for my God ? 

My walk, my talents, and my time, 
Whate'er He has beſtow'd ? 


Theſe are the ſymptoms that alone 
Evince a ſoul ſet free 

Through faith in God's beloved Son: 
Oh, be they found in me! 
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POEM S. 


TO MIRANDA, 
ON HER LEAVING ME, 


Wir joy, Miranda, could I paſs 
The hive-long day with thee ; 
Refreſhing as the falling dews 
Thy preſence is to me. 


My heart, with ſweet complacency, 
Attentive to thy voice, 

With ſympathetic ardour glows ; 
I weep—and I rejoice. - 


How vainly Nature's liberal hand 
Thy winning form array'd ! 

Thy ſpringing bloom, thy dawn, was veil'd 
In ſorrow's gloomy ſhade. 


Youth, beauty, ſong, and joy, no more 
Thy heedleſs hours beguil'd ; 

Far other hours ſoon follow'd thoſe 
That had ſo ſweetly ſmil'd. 
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I pauſe—1 ponder and admire 
The gracious hand unſeen, 

That kept thee while the tempeſt rag'd, 
Then gave thee ſkics ſerene, 


Thy adverſe, thy myſterious fate, 
Thy labyrinth of woe, 

Was all to ſpeed the heavenly race, 
And make thy comforts grow. 


Nor would'ſt thou now thy lot exchange 
For India's ſhining ſtore : 
No—all the ſplendour of the Eaſt, 


So won, would leave thee poor. 


A pearl ineſtimably dear 
Within thy boſom dwell; : 

The riches of ten thouſand worlds 
This precious pearl excels: 


Earneſt of pure, unfading bliſs, 
Of life that never dies; 

The bright reward on faith beſtow'd, 
A portion in the ſkies. 
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THE GARDENER, 


Au! how diſmay'd the gardener ſees 
The lovely bloſſoms on his trees 
By noxious worms annoy'd ; 
His fruits maturing to the ſight, 
Deſpoil'd by ſome untimely blight, 
And all his hopes deſtroy'd ! 


But when the favour'd plants appear 
In all the beauty of the year, 

He eyes the promis'd good : 
What tranſports in his boſom glow, 
To ſee the branches bending low, 

Beneath their proſp'ring load ! 


Thus may my heavenly Gardener ſee 

My faith ſtill flouriſh like a tree 
Beneath his ſkilful care; 

Secure my boughs from cold and blight, 

And view, well pleas'd and with delight, 
Himſelf the fruit they bear, 


— 
— 


POEMS, 


Haſt Thou the gracious work begun? 

Then ſhine, thou all-prolific Sun, 
And cheer my drooping powers : 

Ah! fave from the rude blaſt of Sin, 


From every lurking foe within, 
That light and life devours. 


If thus my garden Thou attend, 
My branches too with fruits ſhall bend, 
And yield a goodly ſtore ; 
No drought ſhall fear, ſhall never pine, 
Engrafted on the real Vine, 
And fenc'd by ſovereign power. 
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SOLILO9UY. 


T novcu of that long- deſired change 
No likelihood I ſee; 

Yet when the Lord ſhall ſay, “ Ariſe, 
« Ariſe, and follow me,” 


The dimming darkneſs ſhall withdraw, 
The noontide beams ſhall ſhine, 
And thou become a monument 
Of grace and love divine. 
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84 POEMS. 


Perhaps when o'er my clay-cold breaſt 
The graſly turf mall grow, 

My ſoul, in her eternal reſt, 
This wondrous work ſhall know. 


— 


WRITTEN AFTER A STORM. 
—— — rn rn neem 

Tus ſtorm is huſh'd—How ſweet the evening ſun 
Lays on that flowery hill his golden beams ! 
The vent'ring flocks their playful rounds renew; 
Birds trim their plumage, and conclude the day 
In ſprightlier notes that charm the liſt'ning ear. 
The ſcented flowers, refreſh'd, once more diſcloſe 
Their hues, ſeen brighter thro” the pearly rain: 
And as the deepen'd brook more placid winds, 
And ſilent, it refle&s the various bow. 
Reviving Nature fills the muſing mind 
With the ineifable and rare delight 
Of praiſe devotional.— 
Thus trembles the awaken'd ſoul, when firſt 
She hears the thunders of the law, and ſees 
The flaſh of Sinai's lightnings ; but ere long, 
«« A ſtill ſmall voice” enſues, that whiſpers peace, 
Peace and redeeming love :—that ſound transforms 


Her fighs to ſongs, and lifts her thoughts to Heaven. 
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PRAYING FOR GRACE. 


Cee — 


Ler not the ſprings of holineſs 
In me, O Lord! be dry; 

Nor “ let thoſe things that yet remain,” | 
Wither, and droop, and die. 4 


As ſhowers of rain on parched ground | 
Sweet and refreſhing flow; it 
So let thy quick'ning love deſcend, 4 


rs TSS 


To make my graces grow. 


Whene'er the ſpirit's influence | 
Thy bleſs'd commands obey, ) 

Not all the powers of earth or Heaven 
The gracious work can ſtay. 
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For rich and poor the rain comes down, ö 
The gift divinely free; "TY 
So is thy ſovereign grace, O Lord! vl 
To ſouls that look to Thee. $i 
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POEMS. 


THE INFIDET. 


How helpleſs is the human mind, 
Till grace its power reclaims; 

To all its real intereſts blind, 
And ſordid in its aims ! 

Entangled in the folds of ſenſe, 
It knows not how to riſe ; 

It can with heavenly things diſpenſe, 
And God's commands deſpiſe. 


And if perchance a gleam of light 
Illumine the dark breaſt, 
Man ſlides into external forms, 
And there he builds his reſt : 
Wand'ring in Error's trackleſs way, 
A Deity he rears, 
Such as he wiſhes him to be, 
And neither loves nor fears. 


Ah, hapleſs ſoul, by Satan bound 
In adamantine chain ! 


Who ſhall thy ſhadowy plans confound, 


And prove thy projects vain ? 
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Let God ariſe with ſovereign power, ; 


His ſaving arm extend; 
Thy ſoul ſhall live that ſelf-ſame hour, 
And Satan's empire end. 


ASTREA. 
THOUGHTS ON HER CHARACTER. 
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I's rugged paths our choiceſt bleſſings lie, 
In horror's guiſe unknown to human eye; 
Till pious induſtry at length explores 
The myſtery, and detects the hidden ſtores. 

Inur'd to weep, and mortify, and pray, 
To drive the melancholy hours away, 
Aſtrea ſought, in wretchedneſs, relief, 
And in ſad filence nurs'd her inward grief: 
Self-humbled, ſelf-abas'd, at length ſhe knows 
That peace which penitence alone beſtows: 
By grace recover'd and conſol'd, ſhe feels 
The only balm that wounded ſpirits heals ; 
Now at the throne with deep ſubmiſſion bends ; 
Now, wing'd with joy, to Heaven itſelf aſcends. 
Thus grace can life impart to lifeleſs forms, 
And God's immortal gift to dying worms, 
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Fitt! 

Swe 

Y 

VERSES Eve 

IWritten in the Time of Affiction for the Loſs of Oe 

a Son by a melancholy Accident. Wh 

| Slee 

$5 «« Ye that e'er loſt an angel, pity me.” Ap 
*$ YouxG's Night Though! In 1 
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Away the gentle ſpirit flew; Th 

'V I ſcarce had time to ſay—adieu ! An 
| [ So ſwift his airy wings were ſpread, ( 
1 And every ſpringing beauty fled. Th 
| |? No more thy baby ſoftneſs charms, Th 
+ [ Nor ſickneſs of its rage diſarms. Fo 
} 1 See! how the chilling hand of Death Hi 
Has rudely ſtopt the fragrant breath : Ar 


Leſs fragrant are the flowers that ftrew 
Thy lifeleſs corſe, than once wert thou ! 
The ſnow-drop ſee, with head reclin'd, 
Bleſt emblem of thy loyely mind ; 
Native lillies not fo bright, 

Not ſo pure their radiant White; 
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Fitteſt offering for the ſkies, 
Sweet unſully'd ſacrifice. 

Yonder ſtands the mournful yew, 
Every leaf ſurcharg'd with dew : 
O'er the ſacred turf it weeps, 

Where my lovely infant fleeps. 
Sleep on, ſoft child! nor ever know 
A parent's unavailing woe : 

In this thy filent manſion ſtay 

Till judgment ſummon thee away 
Then, when radiant ſpirits come 
To receive their final doom, 

Thou the ſacred throng ſhalt join, 
And freely taſte of love divine. 

Quit, ah quit the darkſome grave, 
Thou whom Jeſus died to ſave ; 
Thou ſalvation didſt obtain, 

For ever with thy God to reign; 
His pard' ning blood hath all ſupply'd, 
And cleanſed nature juſtify'd. 
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M ax cloudleſs beams of grace and truth * 


Adorn their unexperienc'd youth: 
From ſpecious ill, the boſom fin, 
And all the tribe that lurks within, 
O Saviour of the world! defend: 


Be Thou their guardian and their friend; 
Teach them the path thy ſaints have trod, 
And make their ſouls alive to God: 

The world ſhall then no force retain, 

Her Syren voice ſhall charm in vain; 

Her faſcinating ſmiles ſhall ceaſe, 

And holy lives give inward peace. 


THOUGHTS FOURNEYING. 


JEHOVAH. 


Dread, incommunicable name! 
Jehovah! glorious ſound! 

What ſoul but muſt admit thy claim 
To love and awe profound? 
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Here Reaſon, with unerring light, 
The grand Peculiar ſhews ; 

While angels joyfully recite 
Whence all their bleſſing flows. 


In yonder boundleſs bright abode, 
His everlaſting throne 

He fills—the ſelf-exiſtent God, 
The independent One. 


WORLDLY ANXIETY. 
— — 
Wurxz-z'zx I turn my thoughtful eyes, 
What deep perplexity I view 
No pleaſing proſpect ſeems to riſe ; 
The ſeaſons wear a mournful hue ; 
Succeeding ſorrows preſs on every fide, 
And threat'ning ills my hapleſs hours divide. 


How oft Religion's powerful balm 
Hath ſmooth'd Misfortune's rugged brow, 
And huſh'd my ſorrows to a calm |— 
Then whence this poignant anguiſh now? 
Are all the triumphs of Religion fled ? 
Were they the inmates of my heart, or head? 
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Was there a time when matchleſs woe, „ Cleans 
From dire events, my heart afſail'd ? „Tum 

What healing aids did Faith beſtow ! « Deck? 


That heavenly fountain never fail'd : 


« They 
Yet now, a faithleſs heart, deſponding ſighs, nhl 
And boding fears, from every quarter riſe. With fr 
Wich pi 
| Aud lov 
OCCASIONED BY THE FOREGOING VERSES. 
W a1. x thus my ſoul, with worldly care oppreſs'd, MW 
In mournful numbers mournful thoughts expreſs'd, 
A ſecret voice behind me ſeem'd to ſay, 
«« Haſt thou ſo ſoon forgot th' appointed way? 
« TH accuſtom'd path which holy feet have trod, 
«« Whence dying ſaints have breath'd their ſouls Ho 
to God ? 1 
« What are thoſe radiant forms, with looks ſo Th 
bright, | 1 
« With golden crowns, and robes of pureſt white? 
Came theſe from realms of bliſs and ſoft repoſe, = 
From worlds ſerene, where joy unmingled flows? 
« Came they from where no ſighing-ones are found, 


Or ſin, or pain, or biting cares abound ? 
« Ah, no! through Tribulation's thorny road, 
« The try'd and faithful favourites of God, 
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« Cleans'd in the blood of the atoning Lamb, 

« Triumphant over fin and death, they came: 

« Deck'd in the Saviour's robe of ſpotleſs hue, 

„They enter in, and find the promiſe true.” 
Come then, my ſoul, the ſecret voice obey, 

With ſtrengthen'd hope purſue thy deſtin'd way; 

With pious joy embrace the chaſt'ning rod, 

And love each ftripe that brings thee near to God. 


DEYOUT CONT. EMPLAT. TON. 


— 


How lib'rally hath God beſtow'd 
His bleſſings all around ! 

The num'rous traces of his love 
My wond'ring ſight confound. 


Not for our duties or deſerts” 
Has He this goodneſs ſhewn ; 

For ah! the evil of our hearts 
Deſerves his wrath alone. 
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A thouſand ways, a thouſand times, 
In every circling day, 

We prove our nature's fallen ſtate, 
And Satan's voice obey. 


Although the oracles divine 
Deſcribe our path ſo plain, 

We wander ſtill, directed, taught, 
And diſciplin'd, in vain. 


Ah, Lord! and doth thy kindneſs ill 
Our erring ſteps attend ? 

Unveil our eyes, enlarge our hearts, 
Let ſovereign grace deſcend. 


Let not theſe tranſient, glitt'ring toys 
Our final portion be; 

Teach us, O Lord! the way that leads 
To happineſs in Thee. 


While thankful for the various gifts 
Of Providence below, 

O lead us to the fountain-head 
Whence laſting pleaſures flow. 


I 026.4 mt renee AAS IIa t eng PUNT EP Y VO e139 FIR 


POEMS. 95 
In our proſperity be near, 


To make our going ſure; 
Leſt pleaſure into devious paths 


Our heedleſs ſteps allure. 


Oh, righteous Father! anſwer now 
The parent's earneſt plea, 

When for a bleſſing, Lord! ſhe pray'd, 
And wreſtled hard with Thee. 


Thy goodneſs then confirm'd her hope 
Of thy effectual aid; 

For help ſhe knew was not deny'd, 
Though for a while delay'd. 


WRITTEN SOON AFTER A HEAVY TLoss. 


My gracious God doth ſtill provide, 
His name be bleſs'd and glorify'd ! 
Although in trackleſs paths I tray, 
Mourning my ſolitary way, 

Refreſhing ſtreams of mercy flow, 

To cheer the heart ſurcharg'd with woe. 
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'R | « By waters ſtill and paſtures green,” 
® | Far from the world's embitter'd ſcene, 


$ Oh let me ſweet retirement prove, 
$i And « bleſs, and praiſe redeeming love.“ 


— — oc — 


VERSES 


1 IN MEMORY OF THE AUTHOR's MOTHER, 


K1xo parent, faithful friend oO names how ſweet! 
How precious each ! how lovely when they meet! 
| Friendſhip, when join'd with Nature's fondeſt tic, 
1 Gives to the ſoul a taſte of perfect joy. 

$ A joy ſo rare, a fervour ſo refin'd, 

' Was for this life's peculiar bliſs deſign'd : 

; „ Tho' fann'd by adverſe winds, a conſtant flame, 
vi << In every intercourſe of life the ſame.” 

Rear'd by her hand, and to an early ſhare 
Advanc'd of Sappho's love and tender care, 
How bleſt was I through childhood's little ſcene! 
Her ſoothing ſmiles made every day ſerene; 
And in maturer-life, ne'er ſeen in vain, 

My joy augmented, or aſſuag'd my pain. 

Her ſteady judgment and diſcerning ſenſe, 

And truth, that nurſe of mutual confidence, 
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In every feature eminently ſhone, 

While each diſtingviſh'd virtue was her own. 
Grace from her lips diſtill'd like early dew, 
Sparkling her wit, her converſe ever new; 


With unaffected eaſe her wiſdom charm'd, 


And her ſweet counſel every boſom warm'd. 
Such was my parent, ſuch my boaſted birth; 
And though myſelf of leſs conſpicuous worth, 
Attentive let me ſtill the pattern view, 
With humble hope her ſhining courſe purſue, 
And, ſteering by her precepts, ſafely guide 
My little bark through life's tempeſtuous tide. 
Oh! to my ſoul be given that zeal divine, 
Sweet ſaint! that ever animated thine ; 
That conſtant fire that brighten'd all thy way 
To the bleſt regions of eternal day! 
But ah ! how rare ſuch worth as thine to ſee ! 
Such innocence ! ſuch genuine piety ! 
All we can frame of human excellence, 
And every charm that virtue can diſpenſe, 
By ſacred chymiſtry improv'd, refin'd, 
Adorn'd my parent's evangelic mind. 
Thou early ſaint! thy God's peculiar care, 


Who gave thee wiſdom, goodneſs, knowledge rare, 


H 


2 * = — on 
— — 1 ( . — m a BK. A as rat 
- « 2 * * oy — — . — 8 = — _ " 


— 
* ”y = 
— „», N— — — — —— 
4 - 


WW 


98 POEMS. 


Taught thee thro? life's perplexing ſcene to ſhine, 
And prov'd by every mark the work divine, 
Farewell !—but only till, my voyage o'er, 

Grace join us yet again, to part no more. 


ON THE SAME. 


— — 


Haxx ! a parent angel ſings, 
Spreading wide her heavenly wings : 

«« Waiting pilgrim, patient ſtay 

« In thy mould'ring houſe of clay; 

« Cheerfully thy path purſue, 

«« Bleſt eternity in view: 

«« Let no anxious thoughts ariſe ; 

« God is righteous, juſt, and wiſe. 

«« All the promiſes are thine, 

« Legacy of love divine. 

% Kept by his hand, the ſaints endure; 
His covenant is firm and ſure. 

« —Waiting pilgrim, patient ſtay 
Till He ſummon thee away 
« From thy mould'ring houſe of clay. 


* Her words, a few hours before her death. 
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PENITENTIAL HYMN. 


Dvsr and aſhes, Lord! am I, 
At beſt a ſinful worm ; 

And of myſelf the ſmalleſt good 
Unable to perform. 


Oft-times vexatious thoughts ariſe, 
And fears torment my breaſt, 

Loſt in the maze of unbelief, 
Forgetting where to reſt, 


So poor, ſo changeable, and vile, 
Before my God I bow ; 

And ftretch my ſuppliant hands to Him 
Who all things can beſtow, 


My vain anxieties He ſees, 
The mountain of my cares; 
*Midf all my infidelities 
His rebel creature ſpares : 
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Nor only ſpares, but pours around 
_ His bleſſings infinite; 
While I, alas! with broken vows 
His goodneſs ſtill requite. 


How crooked, how perverſe, my ways ! 


Yet God has freely given, 
In cov*nant love, a Saviour's hand, 
To guide me ſafe to Heaven, 


He guards my ſoul from Satan's wiles, 


His wing of mercy ſpreads, 
And in the path where dangers lie, 
My feet ſecurely leads. 


In all his ways, divinely good, 
He makes his comforts known ; 
Preſerves me in a faithleſs world, 


And keeps me near his throne. 


He gives me pardon, peace, and light, 
Life, grace,. and glory too; 


Suſtains my ſoul through this world's night. 


And will conduct me through. 
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ADFICE TO A PIOUS FRIEND, 
At the Time when the Weſt Indies were in Danger of 
the French; her pecuniary Intereſt being deeply 
connected with ſuch an Event. 


— 


— 


Resrrarn your tears, and to this truth attend, 
« Who ſerve their God ſecure a laſting friend ;” 
Each day, their ſure protector and their guide, 
He knows their wants, and can for all provide. 
But ſhall dependent creatures dictate how, 

Or ſay from whence the benefit ſhall flow? 

Shall liſping babes direct the artiſt's hand, 


Or man's weak counſel ſave a ſinking land ?— 4 
Whoſe is the earth? ſay, in whoſe ſovereign power 


The wide-ftretch'd boundaries of ſeas and ſhore ? . 
At whoſe dread word do empires riſe and fall, ö 
Nature's whole ſphere obedient to his call? | 
Had India's ſtores uninterrupted pour'd W 
Their rich profuſion on the merchant's board, 
No fears had troubled then Amanda's breaſt, | 
No ſhaken faith depriv'd her foul of reſt. i 
Start not, my friend, nor deem me too ſevere ; 
Indulge my cenſure, as my love ſincere. 
I, ſelf-experienc'd judge, full apt am L 4 
To lean on ſtraws, and man's word deify. | 
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Thus Satan prompts, and eaſy Nature woos, 
And fancied bliſs through Sin's falſe mirror ſhews, 
But hence deceits ! that ſmile but to betray, 
As treacherous quickſands cheat the trav'ler's way. 
Though the fig bloſſom not, nor cheerful ſound 
In all our deſert land, or joy, be found; 
Though gloomy ſkies thy brighter proſpects hide; 
Still hope, be till dependent, ſtill confide. 

Tho? friends may fail, and richeſt iſles be loſt, 
And every plan of faireſt comfort croſs'd, 
He, from whoſe bounteous hand all bleſſings flow, 
Shall heal thy wounded heart, and richeſt gifts 

beſtow. 


MEDIT ATION. 
—— ͤ— 


Gos over- rules with ſovereign power, 
Unfathomably wiſe; 

While Man, ſhort-liv'd and 1 impotent, 
Sees with benighted eyes : 

His clouded reaſon points the way 
To unſubſtantial joy; 

Nought but the day-dreams of the world 
His fleeting time employ. 
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With heedleſs haſte he ſearches round 
The earth's polluted ſpace, 

Where woes in armed legions ſtand, 
To mock his fond embrace. 

Stranger to God, his juſtice, power, 
His all-diſcerning eye, 

Fearleſs he treads the paths of Sin, 
Nor feels deſtruction nigh. 


Ah! what avails though man attain 
To riches, honours, power ; 

If to himſelf he truſt alone 
But for a ſingle hour? 

If Chriſtleſs, hopeleſs, he muſt be, 
Where-e'er by paſſion led; 

And while he lives, or ſeems to live, 
A wretch already dead? 


Hark ! how yon bell's repeated toll 
Informs the liſt'ning ear: 
Thy warning 't is, thou trifler Man! 
And bids thy ſoul prepare: 
Enough the round of follies paſt, 
Of years conſum'd in vain; 
Happy, if thou may'ſt yet retrieve 
Thy ſoul from endleſs pain. 
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The roſe of every earth-born joy 
The eye of ſenſe beholds, 
Heeds not the treacherous worm that lurks 
Beneath its filken folds. 
Ah! what to an immortal ſoul 
Are dreams and childiſh toys? 
Such are the world's delufive ſcenes, 
Its vanities, its joys. 


Amidſt a jarring world how bleſt, 
And only bleſt, art thou, 
Whoſe portion is the Saviour God, 
And all their wiſh below ! 
Then haſte, Lorenzo, while *tis day, 
Ere Night's dark veil deſcend, 
Ere Death with one commiſſion'd ſtroke 
Thy joys for ever end. 
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PREPARATION FOR PRAYER. 


Me foul, leave trifling now, 
Be watchful and compos'd : 
To all the world below 
Let my fix'd heart be clos'd. 


Oh! 't is a ſerious work, 

For which thou would'ſ prepare; 
It 1s the work of God, 

The holy work of prayer. 


Thou ſcatter'ſt now the ſeeds 
That ſhall hereafter yield 
Or precious fruits, or weeds 

For Satan's thorny field. 


Then pauſe, my ſoul, awhile, 
And to thy God draw nigh ; 

Call on the Spirit's power, 
Thy thoughts to ſanctify. 
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MEMORANDUM. 
—. | 
O Gov! my God moſt dear! 
Thou! whom I ſerve and fear, 
O give me patience ſtill 
To wait upon thy will; 
In darkeſt times to view, 
By faith, the promiſe true, 
And every moment prove 
Thy chaſtiſement was love. 
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SONG IN THE NIGHT, 


Imitation of an old Writer, 


L, 

I avwsLy thank my God Oo 
For this ſweet gleam of reſt: Ti 
Whatever He beſtows But: 
Is always good and beſt. By 
Had I been ſleepleſs ill, Seek 
My heavenly Guard was nigh, T. 
Who cheers the night with ſongs, One 


And fills the ſoul with joy. W 
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Communing with my Lord 
My ſickneſs doth beguile, 
And every threat'ning ill 
Doth ſweetly reconcile. 


For fin I'd not exchange 
My moaning and fick fighs ; 
For what my Lord doth ſend, 
Above the world I prize. 


While the world's gaudy charms 
Allure but to deſtroy, 

He feeds my ſoul with grace, 
And makes my ſadneſs, joy. 


LEADINGS TO TRUE COMFORT. 


Croups may ariſe, and croſs-winds blow, 
To thwart the work of grace; 

But all the vexing cares below 
But ſpeed the heavenly race. 


Seek not th' accuſtom'd balm of grief, 
The boſom of a friend : 

One only refuge canſt thou have, 
Where friendſhip knows no end. 
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In vain, my foul! when thou art ſad, 
To ſearch on barren ground 


For earthly comforts, never made 
To heal a ſpirit-wound, 


Shun the vain world, my ſoul! and try 
To realize the ſcene 

Of happineſs beyond the ſky, 
Where long thy hopes have been. 


The world knows not, nor can conceive, 
The cauſe that caſts thee down; 

But laughs at all the Chriſtian's toile 
To win a heavenly crown. 


The pilgrim—he purſues his way, 
Though the big mountain riſe, 

Content, „ if o'er his head he ſee 
„The diſtant ſmiling ſkies.” 


His willing feet obedient ſtrive 
To mount the labour'd height; 
The Piſgah proſpe& cheers his eye, 
And gives him new delight. 


Mare 


Hum 
Nurſe of 
Who kn 
And tur 
Of erro! 
See'ſt ne 
Humilit 
Come! 1 
On th 
The hol 
O give 
Pour all 
Then, | 
And ray 
Ingratit 
Than w 
Let all 
They h 
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HUMILITY. 


Hvum1t1Ty! thou choiceſt, lowlieſt maid, 
Nurſe of each grace, with every charm array'd, 
Who know'ſt o'er others faults to caſt a veil, 

And turn'ſt aſide from Cenſure's ready tale; 

Of errors conſcious and to failings prone, 

deeꝰſt no depravity exceed thy own ; 

Humility ! thy gentle ſelf impart; 


Come! make thy conſtant home my longing heart. 


On thy fair tree do fruits celeſtial grow, 
The holy walk, the Heaven begun below: 
O give me in this jarring world thy reſt, 
Pour all thy ſweetneſs in my troubled breaſt : 
Then, let Unkindneſs with her baneful eye, 
And raging Calumny with aſpect ſly, 
Ingratitude, that chills with ruder blaſt 
Than winter winds that ſweep-the dreary waſte— 
Let all combin' their hoſtile arts employ ; 
They have no force that ſhall diſturb my joy. 
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THE DYING ARMINITAN, 
OR PERFECTIONIST. © 


4 real Character. 


— — 


Harx! hark! I hear the tolling bell; 


It ſeems the voice of doom ; 

It minds me of my funeral knell, 
And warns me to the tomb. 
And am I for the way prepar'd ? 

What furniture have I ? 
What idols do my boſom ſhare ? 
Am I prepar'd to die? 


How far am I prepar'd to leave 
This wilderneſs of fin ? 

What of a Saviour God believe ? 
And what ſhall make me clean ? 

Forth from his fide a fountain flow'd, 
Our ſouls from guilt to free; 

But what my evidence to ſhew 

That fountain flow'd for me ? 
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Methinks, polluted leſs than moſt 
With deeds of fin and ſhame, 

J have a righteouſneſs to boaſt, 
And urge no groundleſs claim : 
Yet, while this awful bell doth toll 

Upon my lining ear, 
Sad doubts ariſe within my breaſt, 
And I am loſt in fear. 


Yet, if no actual fin I know, 
No idle thoughts retain, 
I have not ſerv'd a God fo true, 
So merciful, in vain. 
He has, no doubt, approv'd my ways, 
Accepted my defires : 
Such ſanctity of life as mine 
Is all that He requires. 


Then whence theſe doubtings in my breaſt ? 
Doubts that my peace confound ; 
And why has yonder tolling bell 
Such horror in the ſound ? 
Away, this wild deſtructive fear! 
My works to God are known : 
Theſe ſhall my happineſs ſecure, 
And fix me near his throne. 
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His mercy and his goodneſs join 
To baniſh all my fear; 

And ſoon my pardon'd ſoul ſhall ſhine 
In yonder heavenly ſphere. 

If inward grace has conquer'd fin, 
I, as the Saviour pure, 

May face the terrors of the Judge, 
My full ſalvation ſure. 


Great God! that Adam's fallen race 
Should ſo diſhonour Thee, 
And truſt their everlaſting peace 
To dreams and vanity 
Refuſe the righteouſneſs that can alone 
Stand in thy ſight, and madly plead their own 


G NO 61 


nnn 44/4 vary tens ho Ml ab 1% U nee ern . 


Fir 


On pi 
Praye 
Swift 
Beyor 
To bi 
It fan 
Nor 1 


| 


POEMS. 


PRAYER. 


Fixu Hope and holy Confidence, deſcend 
On praying ſouls; their bleſſed work attend. 
Prayer ſoars aloft, with wide-extended wing, 
Swift on commiſſion to the heavenly King : 
Beyond the haunts of impious men it flies, 

To bring down bleſſings from the diſtant ſkies ; 
It fans the latent ſpark of heavenly fire, 

Nor reſts till it obtains our beſt defire. 


COMMUNION WITH GOD. 


Dav's cheerful beams are now withdrawn, 
Night's dimming veil is ſpread; 

Nature puts on her ſable robe, 
And mirthful ſcenes are fled. 

The bell, Time's monitor, ſtrikes One, 
Churchyards are ſhadow'd o'er, 

And hollow winds make hearts to feel 

That never felt before. 


— —b — — — 
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At ſuch an hour, with God alone, M. 
My ſoul prefers the night, | 
Shut from the day-dreams of the world, By 
That hinder my delight. 
Where-ec'er my God vouchſafes to be, 
Where-e'er his footſteps ſhine, | Th 
The darkeſt night, the brighteſt day, | 
Are ſeaſons all divine. 1 ba 
The vexing cares which mortals know, Oh 
Amid the buſtling throng, 
Now ſeem to ſleep; and pureſt joys Ke 


To this ſweet hour belong. 
Such ſeaſons lift my ſoul to God ; 
I hear “ the till ſmall voice z” 
And rather would I mourn with thee, 
Than with the world rejoice, 


Where in this wearying vale of fin 
Can I ſuch converſe taſte ? 

Where with fuch confidence repoſe 
The ſecrets of my breaſt ? 


The coldeſt heart, that in time paſt 
Has caus'd my tears to flow, 

Deſign'd it not, but led me (till 
My ſoul's beſt Friend to know. 
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My former griefs, I thought my foes, 
Did moſt my ſoul befriend : 

By theſe I learn'd myſelf to know, 
And on my God depend. 


Thy preſence, Lord! in every place, 
Engages ſo my love, 

I would not for ten thouſand worlds 
That preſence ſhould remove. 

Oh! 't is a dull, a joyleſs place, 
Where God 1s never found : 

Keep me, my Saviour! give me grace 
To flee th' unhallow'd ground. 


THE END, 


*** 
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